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Author's Notes: 

Ah yes Flea and Anthony a very rare couple, but i've had this story on the back burner for a really long time, 
and decided to post it. This takes place | wanna say circa '19-200lish? with Anthony had that dandelion blond 
hair haha. anyways enjoy! 


Comments and questions most appreciated thank you! :) 


Anthony stared softly out at the water. 
It was getting late. 
The sun was just setting, the sky was a purpley pink shade. 


Anthony felt a small chill down his spine, as light breeze hit his face. 


He was sitting on his surfboard waiting for the next wave to come around. 

The tide was rather calm today, the current he could barely feel on his legs and feet. 
He wondered if that was it. 

Anthony's attention shifted back to the shore, he saw Flea waving at him. 

He assumed he was calling it a day. 

Just one small wave that's all Anthony needed. 

It seemed like luck, when he felt the current shift beneath him. 

He could feel his heart race a little. 

There was a small build up growing behind him, he started to paddle back. 

He crouched over his board, then jumping to his feet. 

The wave itself was certainly small, but it was enough to ride his way back to shore. 
"Damn | was hoping you'd have to paddle back." Flea teased Anthony. 

Anthony laughed, he picked up his surfboard. 

‘Nice try, mother nature loves me~" Anthony teased right back. 

Flea gave Anthony a playful shove, hinting to shut up. 


They walked back to their car, they tied off their surfboards on the top, their sandy feet and toes walking on 


the warm asphalt. 

"Home?" Michael questioned. 

Anthony nodded, he felt a touch tired, a whole day surfing on their few days off was certainly nice. 
They took advantage of it for sure. 

Anthony looked out the window, as Flea drove them home. 


They had a nice dinner together, as it got later. 


A small breeze blowing in through the kitchen window as Flea washed the dishes. 
He let out a light sigh. 


He certainly lived for these days, sure he loved performing, traveling, and meeting new people; But every once 
and awhile it was nice just to do small things like this. 


With as much touring as they did, that's when he realized how making his own meals he took for granted 
'Hey!" Anthony huffed at him. 

Flea didn't even look over, "hm? You left your glasses on the coffee table." He answered. 

Not even bothering with asking Anthony what was the matter. 


"| wasn't looking for my glasses.. Why're you washing the dishes, | said | was gonna after | took a shower." 


Anthony pouted a litle. 


"| just figured why not do them now, there see I'm done?~" Michael rinsed off his hands, then dried them with 


a rag. 


This was probably the height of their arguments, which was mostly who doing what, and the other doing it 
first. 


Anthony was still pouting at Flea, "next time seriously leave it, you made dinner tonight, it's the least | could 


do." 


"If you do it right away, maybe." Flea gave Anthony a peck on the cheek in passing, then going to take a shower 
himself. 


Anthony happily accepted the kiss, but he was still pouting a little. 
The two of them were certainly stubborn, and now being together all the time, made it a lot worse. 


In a good way of course. 


Flea had taken a shower, after drying off he changed into his pajama type wear. 


That consisted of boxers, and a loose tank top. 

When he went to the bedroom, Anthony wasn't there. 

It wasn't surprising, Anthony was probably just drinking in their back patio. 
It was one of the few vices Anthony had now a days. 

He had to have his coffee, red wine, and most importantly sex. 

Flea however, didn't need a lot of things. 


He always took care of himself, and he was always happy Anthony seemed to take better care of himself 
everyday. 


Maybe it was the little bit of nagging Flea did sometimes, that would help get Anthony sorted out. 
Flea sighed quietly, he got under the covers. 


He thought that maybe if they got up early enough tomorrow, they could surf again, then maybe go for a 
hike. Hike then surf? Bike ride then surf?.. 


Flea thought hard about this, damn he wished Anthony was coming in so he could ask him. 
He pouted a little to himself, he supposed in the morning he could always ask. 


Since it was their time off, they really didn't have to follow a schedule, though the whole schedule thing did 
rub off on Flea just a little. 


Flea grabbed his reading glasses off the nightstand to put them on, then taking out a book he had tucked away 
in the drawer beneath it to start reading. 


After getting a few chapters in, Flea was about to doze off while reading. 
He managed to catch himself, he marked a page in the book, let out a yawn, and put aside his glasses. 


He looked beside himself, not seeing Anthony there. 


Anthony sat in the darkened patio, the light seeping in from the kitchen giving a little bit illuminance in the 


space. 
Anthony was sitting in a patio chair that reclines back, his face looking up at the clouded night sky. 
He heard the screen door slide open, then light footsteps against cobblestone. 

He shut his eyes, when he felt a hand in his short blond strands of hair. 

"Mh? ~" Anthony mumbled out. 

It sounded like a pleasant noise, like a cat getting scritches behind it's ears. 

"Bed" Flea sighed, looking down at Anthony. 

Anthony leaned into Flea's hand, enjoying how his fingers ran through his hair. 

"Sit out here with me for a while~" Anthony cooed out. 

"Bed" Flea repeated himself. 

Flea brushed aside the blond bangs out of Anthony's eyes. 


Anthony let out a heavy sigh, like he was disappointed that Flea didn't want to sit out here, or the fact he'd 


have to get up now. 

Flea picked up the empty wine bottle, and glass, and went back inside. 

He rinsed out the bottle, then cleaning the wine glass at the kitchen sink. 

Just as he was about to shut off the water, he felt strong arms hold him around the waist. 

"Here | thought | was going to have to drag your ass upstairs." Flea teased. 

Anthony nuzzled his face in the crook of Flea's neck. 

Anthony giggled a little, his arms tightened around Flea's waist picking him off the ground a few inches. 
"You're gonna drop me.." Flea chuckled a little, as Anthony was carrying him up the stairs. 


"No l'm.. Whoa.. " Anthony boasted, but almost lost his footing on the last step up the stairs. 


Thankfully he caught himself, otherwise it was pretty positive they both would have went tumbling down the 


stairs. 


Flea wasn't worried, mostly since they probably did far worse things in their youth, than falling down some 


stairs. 

Anthony huffed and puffed a little, as he set Flea down once they were in the bedroom. 

Flea chuckled a little, "okay you proved your point." 

"Told you | could do it" Anthony grinned, then pulling Flea to him again 

Anthony leaned in to kiss Flea softly. 

Flea kissed back, his hands stroking up Anthony's sides. 

Anthony's hands slipped under Flea's tank top, caressing his back, then pulling up the shirt and tossing it aside. 
Flea helped Anthony out of his shirt as well 

Anthony had a sly look on his face, as he pushed Flea back against the bed. 

Flea briefly bounced back on the mattress. 


"That hurt" Flea pouted, pretending like it hurt when Anthony pushed him. 
‘Oopsie~" Anthony teased. 


Flea narrowed his eyes on Anthony. 
When Anthony was within an arm's length of him, he made a grab for him, and pulled him onto the bed. 
The two of them wrestled on top of the covers. 


Anthony let out a few loud laughs, mostly since he wasn't on top of his game being a touch drunk. With Flea 


being able to pin him down in mere moments. 

"Uncle!~" Anthony giggled happily. 

"That was easy." Flea teased, he was sitting on Anthony's lap holding him down. 
Anthony had a toothy grin on his face. 


"I love this view.." Anthony's dark eyes gave Flea quite the sly look. 


Flea blushed a little, "you're always horny when you drink" He teased 

"Well you're not wrong~" Anthony gave a playful buck of his hips, making Flea bounce on his lap. 
Flea blushed more. 

"Did you want to go for a hike tomorrow?" Flea asked. 

"Hike?.. Sure we can do that" Anthony smiled, still wriggling around under Flea 


"What about a bike ride too? Or would you want to go surfing again? Maybe even taking a drive down South 
would be great too or-" Flea questioned, but was cut off by Anthony. 


Currently making decisions was not on Anthony's mind when he's drunk. 

"You know what | want?" Anthony butted in, he let out a sigh. 

Flea perked up, "yeah?" Hoping to get some answers finally. 

"For you to take a nice long ride on my dick~" Anthony grinned slyly. 

Flea blushed, then pouted, then remembered he should have known better. 

You never ask drunk Anthony questions. 

Flea sighed. 

| want some answers then after we fuck" Flea frowned. 

Even though Flea was still holding him down, Anthony managed to gesture with his hand. 
"Scouts honor~" Anthony grinned, holding up three fingers. 

"That's girl scouts." Flea pouted at him. 

Anthony looked at his hand, "oh right.. There we go~" He changed it to two fingers instead. 
Flea shook his head, would he have Anthony any other way? 

Flea let go of Anthony, who immediately grabbed at his waist. 


Anthony's hands caressed Flea's waist, then slipped down further. Pushing down his boxers, to grope his ass. 


Flea blushed a little, he already started to feel Anthony get hard underneath him. 

Flea leaned down, kissing Anthony deeply. 

Anthony gave a playfully buck of his hips, making Flea bounce in his lap a litle. 

"Alright alright..." Flea chuckled softly against Anthony lips. 

Flea sat up, and crawled over a little to the nightstand, to grab a couple of things. 

Flea slipped off his boxers, that lightly fell to the floor then crawled back to Anthony. 

Flea was about to get comfortable on Anthony's lap again, with Anthony himself stopping him. 
"Reverse cowgirl~" Anthony grinned ecstatically. 

While Flea in turn blushed, then pouted a little. 

"Please? ~" Anthony cooed, then batting those big brown puppy eyes he had. 

Flea grunted out a sigh. 

I+ didn't help that Flea was a sucker for those upturned eyes, Anthony was so good at giving him. 
"Fine." Flea relented. 

Flea turned around, so his back side was facing Anthony. 

Flea blindingly threw the condom he'd grabbed at Anthony, with it landing on his chest. 
Anthony chuckled a little, he grabbed it, rolled it over his cock, in less than a moment. 
Anthony happy enjoyed the view of Flea's backside. 

Flea definitely had the nicest ass he'd ever seen 


Anthony listened to Flea sigh under his breath, as he pressed a couple of fingers into himself, working himself 


open. 
Anthony let out a happy sigh, he reached out to squeeze the cheeks of Flea's ass. 


"Did | ever tell you, you got a perfect ass?~" Anthony smiled. 


Anthony didn't have to see it, to know that Flea was blushing. 


"Let me guess the only reason, you wanted to fuck this way, is to gawk at my ass like a pervert?" Flea 


questioned. 

"Yep." Anthony grinned. 

"You're so stupid" Flea shook his head, he tried to reason why exactly was he with Anthony again? 

Then again, they were both childish in their own rights. 

Flea reached under himself, guiding Anthony's cock inside him. 

Flea blushed down to his shoulders, “ah.." He bit back a small moan. 

Anthony let out a shallow sigh, he watched, as Flea took more and more of his cock in till he was fully seated. 
Anthony's eyes were soft and lucid, he watched as Flea's back slightly arched, as he adjusted to his length. 
Anthony swallowed thickly, his hands attentively stroked Flea's hips. 

After several moments, Flea started to rock back onto Anthony's cock. 

Anthony flushed a little himself. 

Anthony heard Flea moan under his mouth, he was pretty sure Flea was touching himself. 


That made him pout a little, since he couldn't see. Well he supposed that's what he got for telling Flea he 
wanted to look at his ass. 


His dark eyes looked down to Flea's ass, well at least Flea did have a great ass, that made a goofy grin spread 
on his face. 


Flea turned his head slightly, "I'm not doing all the work am |?" He questioned. 


Since Flea wondered if that was another reason why Anthony wanted this, just so he didn't have to do much 


other than lie there. 
‘Course not baby~" Anthony sighed, he started to buck his hips into Flea 


Flea bit back another moan, as he rode Anthony's cock more. 


"Anthony..." Flea moaned, he stroked his cock more. 

Anthony watched as Flea's ass, came down on his length over and over again 

If Anthony wasn't a touch drunk or so tired, their night would definitely be a long one. 

Anthony felt himself getting close, with Flea lasting moments before coming. 

He felt Flea tighten around his cock, it made him buck his hips up harder instinctively. 

"Uh----hh.." Flea moaned under his breath, he was still letting out a few shallow pants under his breath. 
Anthony tightly gripped Flea's hips, as he finally came into him. 

Anthony's head fell back against the pillows. 

He panted deeply. 

Flea waited a moment or two before lifting himself off of Anthony. 


Anthony stopped him, "hang on.. | like being inside you.." He kept his hands on Flea's hips, caressing them 
sweetly. 


Flea blushed, he'd indulge Anthony for a few moments. 

"Alright alright, that's enough.. Flea sighed, finally lifting himself off of Anthony's lop. 

Anthony pouted a little 

Flea threw away the used condom. 

Anthony was still pouting when Flea came back around the bed 

"Stop that, we have plenty of other times to fuck you know” Flea sighed, then slipping under the covers 
Anthony blushed a little, he got under the covers as well 

He then quickly hugged Flea tightly, and close. 

Flea returned the embrace, nuzzling the side of his face. 


"You still didn't answer me you know." Flea said. 


"Could we just stay in tomorrow?" Anthony proposed, then kissing Flea on his cheek. 

"So you can have an excuse to fuck all day?" Flea teased, 

Well what was wrong with that? 

Anthony pouted a little, "come on.. It would be like old times.. " He cooed. 

Flea suppose they could do that, did they always have to be doing something everyday? 
Flea sighed, “alright, but we're definitely going out Thursday got it?" 

"Deal~" Anthony gave Flea another kiss. 

Flea kissed him back. 


Flea chuckled softly under his breath, as Anthony kept giving him kisses on the side of his face, then down his 


neck. 
"Alright alright! Let me turn out the lights!" Flea said. 


Flea barely managed, to reach the lamp on the nightstand turning it out. With Anthony pulling him right back 


under the blankets, for some more messing around. 
"Heell Hell" Flea laughed. 
Anthony was biting at his neck again. 


Guess this night would be longer than Flea thought, then thinking about tomorrow, and how long of a day it 


would be for him. 


The End. 


